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there she would move on. What of London?
There were Herries there, who would help her.
After all she was a Herries, whatever they might
say. And at that she thought suddenly of
Georges Paris. She had seen him once and
heard from him twice since the adventure with
Humphrey in Cockermouth. The time she had
seen him had been at Stone Ends; they had not
been alone, had had few words, but there had been
something in a kind of mocking proprietary air
that he had had that had not altogether pleased her.
Nevertheless, he had grown extraordinarily hand-
some, slender, dark, with a sort of sword-like sharp-
ness and brilliance. He shone among all those
befuddled squires and hunting men at Gauntry's
like a prince in disguise. Oh no, she was not
romantic about him. She knew his selfishness
and conceit and laziness well enough, but when he
was near to her, looked at her, touched her, he
stirred her blood, and she liked her blood to be
stirred. She liked anything, any risk, any danger,
rather than stagnation. That Georges Paris was
a danger she never disguised from herself for a
single moment.

Well, she must be moving. She wanted to
get away from the house, away from Sarah's sick-
ness, from Francis' unhappiness, from Deborah's
chattering women, as quickly as might be.

She began to turn everything out, her pos-
sessions, clothes, hats and shoes, until they lay all
over the room. Then she decided to take nothing
with her* She would ride over on the cob to
Stone Ends and send for her things.